
As Told by a
Human Wreck.

Louis H. Doyle's Failure to Find
Work Drives Him to

Despair. f

He Becomes a Drunken Tramp and
Winds Up in a Stale Beer

Dive.

CAME EAST TO BETTER HIMSELF.

Thought Work Was Plentiful in This

Big City, but Realized, When Too

Late, His Mistake.His Wife
and Child Abandoned.

A man has been lost on the reefs of New

York. The wreck of him, drunken, de¬

spondent, ragged, lies in the rear of a

dingy stale beer dive at No. 7 Park street.
It is only five weeks ago that this wreck

came to New York City a full-blooded,
hopeful, ambitious man. Now there is

neither hope nor ambition left. He is sim¬

ply a bum, with no idea except to get the

.rice of a drink and a bit of miserable

od, with the privilege of keeping the

'1 cellar as a place in which to hide
^elf.

is Louis H. Doyle, late of Dubuque,
He worked as a carpenter tfiere,

ecided to come East to better him-
He found in New York only despair
egradation. Day after day he hunted
;tly, zealously for work. He found
and gradually drifted into his present
iion.
a reporter of the Journal, Doyle yes-
y told the story of his struggle in the
, busy, teeming metropolis. How he

a sunk, step by step, rendered desperate
by his inability to find something to do,
makes a story that has a moral some¬

where, but Doyle is no longer in a condi¬
tion to care for the moral, or to point it
out.
SomewJ>ere in Dubuque there Is a little

woman and a tiny girl waiting for the
bum to come back to them, or to write to

them that they may come to him.that is,
unless they have starved to death ere

this,' though perhaps Dubuque is more

merciful In this respect than New York,
and kind neighbors may have helped to

keep this wife and child from death by
hunger. Doyle was sober yesterday, pit¬
ifully sober. For him there is now 110

happiness except in alcohol, for alcohol
brings oblivion, and oblivion respite from
th6 pangs of conscience and a haunting de¬
spair. When the fumes of alcohol evapor-
ai< he realizes that he is a hopeless wreck
i">»r whom the future holds nothing, and
the thought of his little family in the
V,, ru town watching in vain for him
drives him almost wild.

.¦] tiin't write to them," he said. "I
*.;, :'t. send them word where I am and

:.it 1 am. What would be the good? I
.u't help them; I can't help myself. To
Mj-.v mc as 1 am would simply, add to

L'.-ir misery. It is best that they should
li'^je't me.

1 kiiows, I came here willing, able.
c Mr work. For hours and hours I

il the streets lokiug for it. Every-
-* M was the same; no men wanted.

dr anything, u any pfice.
wherever I applied, hue' .' wore

i of me. Then, God help iat'. 1 t >k
i rink. I had no money to of
viii'u I arrived here. In my po v.-ere
i-i.-'t ninety-five cents, but I hart It tie
<¦!.>.i i:ig and my heart was'high w hope,
c<! i feit brave enough, confident lli.a in a
fe.v hours of patient search I should be
nw> to find employment in tins wealthy
i.!. v. And employment was all I asked.
So I w< at to a cheap hotel on West street,
where I got lodging for twenty-five cents

aight. and the hunt for work begar..
The first day- of failure oppressed in/
spirits, but it was long afterward before
I realized what was really before me."
"Is it any wonder that I get drunk when

I can, when I must live in such a place as
This''" asked Doyle, waving his hand to
Indicate the surrounding squalor. "I was
poor out in Iowa, horribly poor, for wort
M tve out, and we had to get along for
many months as best we could. But It was
clean there, even though our pot was empty
much of the time, and it did not crush
the life and hope out of a man. Rut here
a few pennl. s will buy enough drink to
set me off. Then I forget. The few pe.i-
rii-s Invested in bread would only leave me
hungrier and the more miserabh1, and be¬
yond the pennies I cannot get. Even those
I beg. Yes; I have come to that.I am a
beggar.I, who never asked a human te-
inr; for a penny until I came to this ac¬
cursed town. I stand on .the streets now,
laying in wait for men who look as if they
might be willing to give me something. I
have tried sometimes to keep away from
drink, and to get enough to buy a meal,
iaping that then, perhaps. I would have

1 new life and a chance for the future. Rut
people can't understand how an able-bodied
man may be unable to Tind work, and,
after waiting for hours to got enough to
buy food and a decent night's lodging. I
have given up in despair again, and have
come back' to this dirty hole, where I was
soon lyln-i under tho benches there, the
whole world forgotten.
",Bu1 I was telling you of my arrival

and of my struggles. It was work as a
carpenter that I looked for the first few
days. 'Then it was any kind of work which
Would give me a few cents. My money
v'as roue the third day. From the 23
cent place where I began I we:nt thfr vivxt
night > a 15-cent lodging house, taking
my valise with me. There they permitted
mo to stay for ten days, though I only
paid them for one night in cash. Ft>r the
rest th< y took my clothing, which had cost

little though It was, twelve or fifteen
dollars. I lived on lt> cents a day, and
al'rer my little store of cash, was gone. I
w nt without food for forty-eight hours.
Then I got a job putting in two tons of
ooal, which enabled me to live until they
turned me out of the lodging house.
"Lots of the fellows down hero had gone

through the same thing that I had. They
had come to the city strangers, looking
for work, and failed to find it. Then a
sight or two spent outdoors, where on
:lie park benches you will always meet
dd-timers. who steer you along. They told
!!<. this down here. The tramp who had
taken me In hand made a strike. Some
one had given him a dime, and as I was
a new oomer, he treated me. I was tired,
worn out with hunger, loss of sleep, und
the stale beer braced 'me right up. It was
horribly nasty at first.
"And how about now? Oh. It tastes very

good now. I am coming to like it. It
takes the place of bread and butter and
meat and everything. Of qourse, when I
wake up, I feel horrible, but then I get
more, and soon there is no feeling left.
I got drunk that first day here, and that
finished me. When I woke up the dago
turned me out because I had no money.'Ont out and work a sucker,' I was told.
'Beg some money, then you can come back.
Steal It If you can't beg it.' So far I
haven't stolen. I suppose, though, I will
come to that just like the other fellows.
I; took three days' starving, three nights'
p'ttlng around the parks to break me in to
begging. Then I got so I didn't care what
I did. I was in City Hall Park; the day
vas just breaking; I was crazy with hun¬
ger and loss of sleep. A young man came
through the Park. I asked him for a pen-
y. He said 'No' first, and I didn't have
ue courage to press him. But then he
ooked around and something about me
jaust have attracted his attention, for he
gave me a dime. I started to go to one
>f the cheap eating houses with this, when
! met the man who had first brought me
lown here. He told me I was a fool to
t>uy food with it; soon I would be as hun¬
gry as ever. 'Buy a can of beer,' he said,
and it will last you for hoyrs, all day.'
I listened to him, and here I have been
ever since. I am now in my sixth week
In New York. Do I ever think of my wife
and little one?

"*s'ot when I can help it. When I do I
hurry to got more drink."

EVOLUTION OF
OUTCAST.

SIXTH WEEK,

of the Future.
Ex-Governor Flower Tells What

Coming Years Have in
Store.

Concentration to Be the Keynote of
the Music of Progress's

March.

THE TENEMENT HOUSE-IS DOOMED.

Prices of Breadstuffs and Other Commodi¬
ties to Be Greatly Reduced.Solu¬

tion of the Transportation
Problem.

Ex-Governor Roswell P. Flower has
powerful spectacles when he chooses to
look into the future.
"The time is in sight," he said, last

week, addressing the Lexow committee in
favor of a Greater New York, "when we
will have 15,000,000 people in this dis¬
trict."
Again:
"When this country has its proper quota

>f Inhabitants, on the basis of the othei
countries of the world, the Greater New
York which it is proposed to create now
svill have a population of 27,000,000."
What then will New York.the Greater

New York.be like?
What will the ordinary life, the ordinary

street scenes, resemble?
The ex-Governor looked through his spec¬

tacles. And they are not the spectacles of
a visionary, with all their power, but those
of a hard-headed man of business. More
exacting test yet, they are the spectacles
of a man who owns millions of dollars and
controls more millions.
"We of to-day will look very puny in the

light of the Greater New York when it has
its 27,000,000, or its 15,000,000.

^
We will

uiai*\'el.those of us who are left-at the
woful slowness of to-day, the shocking
waste of time and energy, the failure:ot
accomplishment, the doing of l^nigs m a
stupid, roundabout manner that should
have been done in a short, concise, direct
lommon sense manner."
"Will any of us be left?
"I think so. Let us once get started in

the right way, and our development, our
Towth, will be amazing. The raipidity of
[t cannot even be estimated.
"At present we are hampering ourselves,

ieliberately so, on every hand.Itisin-
-onceivable almost.our stupidity in this
direction. But let us once throw the
shackles off, appreciate our possibilities,
realize otr course and act on it with wisr
lom, and then

IIow long? Yes, that is a difficult
thing to answer; impossible with any de¬
cree of even approximate accuracy.
"Twenty-five years will see us lar, very

far advanced. Fifty years, and perhaps
we shall see accomplished what we now
took upon as a dream, almost an impos¬
sibility.

,"What shall we see then?
"Concentration, direction,

_
single han¬

dling. and, again, concentration.
"The era of comriion sense ushered in

by necessity, the tremendous growth or
our population, will force that.

'.'Wo shall see enormous bazaars then.
Already we hare a touch of them in oui
hi" department stores, but only a touch.
The full development will come when we
have our full population, perhaps before.
..The mvriad small, variegated, classified

stores will he wiped out. What an absuid-
Ity a useless costly burden, the.support
ot 'all these little, idle, non-producing mid¬
dlemen! We will deal from producer to
consumer or very uearly so. What a
shocking 'waste of'time to go here for our
me-t there for, our groceries, yonder for
our vegetables, another place for our dry
goods and our clothing and our furniture,
omi «till another for our fish. ' 4
sfice that cuts out of our lives in these
hnsv times, and what a burden of cost
it adds' We will buy everything under
one roof that wo need in ordinary life.
"T f'ikc no Bellamy view of it, I.indorse

no socialistic ldea-the highest form of

hensive, more time-saving, vastly larger.
'.How sillv to chase all over town to

tbc

*.'.& *SS "rSMo.* A1?.of the cheapening to the consumei-

r£' rs&are ws"fi sftssr
It is the Yvo see all our necessitiesdleman. We will ^eetl process of con-cLntratlon'loes on here with the great in¬
flux of people who are com,ing.} ^"Our transportation system wi

improvement among . j transit in

and on Long lsia (lJ'within ea9y reach-homes at low cost, Inci-hig distaaee. The bwW imui>
willripnt or rather tne

wonder to the time *
to a point on

as
depended on fer

^ make us laugh.
When we have 15.000,000 or 27.000,000 peo-IliisiSSil^'"wetfwlll horseless. We will
have no room to spare, ai.,1 no time for

h01'on traffic.^ thcw'm^ust'b^wili be run
hv macWiicry.electrie machinery, takingpow. from storage batteries, most prob-
ab»Will there be elevated roads then? As-

SicSes of steel right over thep.s-
^VwmVaSv neopTe bv means of llectrle

ssssa sfe*
York and what will be the result? ^he Re¬duction of fare. The people will be called
on to pay only two or three cents for a ru ,

where they pav five cents to-day. All rail
mad men know that the lower the fare the
greater the business, and they are only too
willing to reduce the price as rapidly as the

f"? <->«;stuffs for with the use of electricity in our
canals and their enlargements and deepen-
in" the cost of transportation will be vast¬
ly reduced. Grain will be carried through
from Duluth to the water front§of theCreator New York for five cents a bushel,
and the consumer will get the benefit.
"Our business buildings will be greater

and more imposing than we now dream of.
Whole colonies of active ^'orkers wiU be
fathered under one roof. Engineering p
sibilitles now hardly speculated on will of
necessity become accomplished facts, when
we have five or ten times as many peopleTo deal with. We will see fifty and one
hundred story structures built of steel And

St"Aud all will be for the betterment and
Improvement of all of us. e will live bet¬
ter easier, more .comfortably, with less and
li-ss hardship and less and less poverty.

. \

EX-GOV. FLOWER PRE¬
DICTS GREAT THINGS.

"We of to-day will look very puny."

"Twenty-five years will see us far,
very far, advanced."

NEW YORK'S LOURDES.

Sister St. Joseph, Mother Superior.

Ths Magic Bottle of Holy Oil.

bj St. Anas
Gentle Sister St. Joseph Tells of

the Marvels She Has
Seen.

If Faith Truly Exists, She Says, the
Afflicted Will Always

Be Cured

VIRTUES OF THE HOLY OIL.

The Blessing of Heaven and the Curative
Properties of the Oil Produce

the Wondrous Re¬
sults.

The good Sister St. Joseph presides over
the distribution of holy oil at the Church
of St. Jean Baptiste in Bast Seventy-
sixth street. It is in this church that the
relics of St. Anne, mother of Mary, have
been exposed for three years, during which
time many miracles have been wrought.
The holy oil is obtained from the lamp

that burns before the shrine of St. Anne,
to the left of the high altar in St. Jean's.
The light never goes out. Day and night
a little float burns in the red glass cup
held on arms of brass that make the
lamp before St. Anne's shrine. The oil
that burns in the lamp comes from the
olive, and is blessed by the priest before
it is put into the lamp. Many miraculous
cures have ben made by anointing with
this holy oil.
Much has been written of the wonders

wrought by kissing the relics of St. Anne.
Thousands of pilgrims have come from
all parts, and hundreds, it is reported,have
gone away well and sound. Before the
altar are the crutches of the lame and
the sticks of the halt. Strange to say,
nothing has heretofore been heard of the
cures/wrought by the holy oil. Yet it has
been carried away in thousands of bottles,
and from this and other cities reports
have come of wonderful results. The rea¬
son why the general public has heard noth¬
ing of these results is that the Church au¬
thorities give out no information, if they
can help it. The first, therefore, that
was heard of these cures, was the case
of Mrs. Catharine Morrow. In one of the
papers published in Newark, where Mrs.
Morrow lives, there appeared the other
day a paragraph stating that for years
she had been bed-ridden. Her sister-in-law,
having occasion to come to New York,
went to the Church of St. Jean, where
she kot a bottle of the holy oil, and with¬
in a few days, after anointing herself with
this, Mrs. Morrow got up, strong and
practically as weii as she had been in all
tier life.
The good Sister St. Joseph told a re¬

porter for the Journal, who called at the
church, that this cure was one of many
hundreds of which they had received word,
but of which they were not at liberty to
speak. She is a sweet-faced, motherly lit¬
tle woman, Sister St. Joseph. Hardly
more than five feet high, in her simple
robe of black and white, and her soft, gen¬
tle manners, the Sister is the ideal of
peace and charity. She came here about
lour months ago from her home in Mont¬
real, where she was born, a daughter of
French Canadian parents. Early in life
she joined the Order of the Sisters of the
Congregation of Notre Dame, which was
organized in Montreal in 1628. It is a
teaching order.
At the head of a delegation of seven

besides herself, Sister St. Joseph came to
New York to preside as Mother Superior
over the parochial school attached to St.
Jean's. Her hair is just beginning to turn
gray, and the pair of gold-rimmed spec¬
tacles enhances the natural dignity and
kindliness which is hers. Her voice is low
and gentle, almost timid, her general de¬
meanor is one of motlierliness, inviting to
confidence. She looks the ideal of the nun,
working silently, unselfishly, constantly
for the advancement of religion and the
welfare, spiritual and physical, of the
people with whom she comes in contact.
Of her work Sister St. Joseph speaks with
much reluctance.
"Go to the priest," she said. It is not

the place of the Sisters to speak."
But gradually the Sister was led on to say

something of the holy oil and its virtues.
"It Is not the oil," she said, "that cures,

it is the faith, the belief in the powers of
St Anne, who is willing to work for all
those who pray to her for aid. It is the
purest olive oil that we can get, blessed by
the priest, and then burned in the lamp at
the shrine. If the faith was there, water
would do as well, would heal as thorough¬
ly would work as rapidly as the oil. You
must believe, you must lead a pure, better,
higher life, vou must throw off your sins,
you must embrace in every particular the
teachings of God, and then comes relief, the
restoration of health. In itself, the oil is a

healing agent. Anointing with oil is a

remedy as old, almost, as the world. People
come here, they dip a finger in the oil and
rub it over the afflicted spot.

_

If it were
only ordinary olive oil this in itself would
help; but when allied to that there are faith
and belief, then you have these cures.
"The idea that many people have that it

is simply the oil, that it needs only to be
put 011 anywhere or any person to bring
health, is absurd. Without faith nothing
can come of it.
"Yes, they come to us from everywhere.

We never take any one's name. We do not
know who they are or what disposition they
make of the oil. Hundreds write, telling
us of the cures that have been wrought,
but of this we can say nothing. Those
things are told us in confidence, and the
strictest secrecy is observed. When facts
regarding cures get into the public press
they come from other sources, from the
people themselves who have been cured.
Our priest forbids us strictly to give any
one's name or address, or to speak of the
matter in any way. The Sisters are not
concerned in the work at all, except as you
see us here distributing the oil to those
[who come for it. No, we never charge any¬
thing. If people give, they may. Those
who do not give are just as welcome, and
we are just as eager to serve and help them
as those who are wealthier. It is for the
poor especially that God works in this way,
and it is our place only to act as the dis¬
pensers of His bounty and mercy. And
that is a great privilege."
"Are you content with the work which you

have found here and the method in which
it 4s done?"

"It is our duty to he content, and aside
from that I am perfectly satisfied and
happy. I have seen many marvellohs cures
here and in Canada.that is. cures that
seem marvellous to those who have not
the faith. To us, who believe and know
that all things are possible with God,
there is nothing miraculous in these cures.
They seem very simple. It is the spiritual
healing the physical, and every one knows
that the spiritual controls in all matters.
Why, then, should people wonder? Of
course, If It were, as many suppose, simply
the anointing, without the faith, then
there' would be something to marvel at.
But in all the cures, in all the healing, it
is the belief that has wrought.
"How much of the holy oil has gone out

I cannot saw The demand for it is con¬
stant. People come in here all day long
in a steady stream, and we give them
what they desire. Prayer? Oh, yes, they
must pray.pray for relief: but there is
no particular form of prayer to be said
while the oil is put on. That is another
absurd belief. Persons may say any
nraver they choose, simply an appeal to
God to help them, and an avowal of purity
and righteousness and a change of life
and uplifting. No form is prescribed at
all It seems difficult for outsiders to mi-
derstasd the true nature of the cures that
are made by kissing the relics and anoint¬
ing with the holy oil. Sceptics look, or
profess to look, upon the holy oil. for ex¬
ample. verv much as they might, look upon
a healing oil sold commercially: oil which
is used for its intrinsic natural virtue, and
which depends upon its results from scien¬
tific principles. Here, as I have told you
there is no science: there is nothing but
absolute belief, and where that is present
the oil cures the affllicted.

SHE OBJECTS TO THE
ANTI-TIGHTS BILL

She Sometimes Wears Skirts.

And This.

And This.

Wits Are

Anthony Comstock's War on On©
of the Stage's Chief

Beauties.

Virginia Earle Tells Why He Is
Wrong and What

She Thinks.

ALL THINGS PURE TO THE PURE.

People Who Are Horrified by th«
Human Form Should Live

in Ice Houses, the
Actress Says.

Mr. Anthony Comstock, conservor of tha
public morality, has seen fit to secure the
introduction of a bill at Albany to pro¬
hibit the wearing of tights. Mr. Com¬
stock says he is very much scandalized at
the way the tight habit is spreading, and
as the chief overseer of the people's morals
he feels it hi#bounden duty to check this
pernicious failing, which he considers most
dreadful. So he has Induced Senator Mul-
lln to put in an Anti-Tights bill, and he says
that he is certain that this measure will
pass.
What has wounded Mr. Comstock's sensi¬

bilities particularly is the fact that a num¬
ber of young ladles have flashed across
his vision in Central Park and elsewhere
astride of flying bi,cycles and attired in
what they call bloomers, but which he de¬
clares are nothing more nor less than a
form of tights, and a scandalous form at
that. So he has gone to the very root of
the evil, and has determined to cut the
tight, be it called a bloomer or anything
else, entirely out of the lives of wicked and
depraved New Yorkers. All the week this
advocate of purity has been laboring at the
State capital to make sure that his meas¬
ure may pass without a hitch.
Miss Virginia Earle has worn tights all

her life, or that portion of it which she
has spent upon the boards. Miss Earle
says that Mr. Comstock is what the Scotch
sail "an Innocent," adding thereto that he
Is also apparently a hypocrite. And, in
her eyes, a stupendous and glaring fraud.
Mr. Comstock declares that the tight is a

canker worm that gnaws at the vitals of
social purity.
Miss Earle declares that any person who

Is made Immoral or impure bv seeing a lot
of pretty girls dressed in tights on the
stage ought to be taken out somewhere and
buried under a snowbank. If there isn't
any snowbank at hand. Miss Earle will
consent to the substitution of a swift-
flowing and ice-cold river. Chilliness of
some kind. Miss Earle insists, is an abso¬
lute requisite in the proper dealing with
such high-minded people as those who see
evil lurking in tights.
Miss Earle Is playing the leading role

at present in "The Lady Slavey," which
has been packing the Casino since last
Monday. After the curtain fell last nightMiss Earle, still attired In her gorgeouscostume which she wears in the final act,
gave her opinion of Mr. Comstock and his
Anti-Tight bill. If both of the ears of the
arch-angel of social reform weren't burn¬
ing like red-hot coals while the actress was
giving her views, then there is nothing in
the old saying.
"Huh," she said, with a pretty shrug of

her shoulders, "Comstock makes me sick. I
guess lie's hard pressed to make some sort
of a showing for his salary, else he'd find
something better to do than to go about
introducing bills that shall prevent girlsfrom wearing tights on the stage. What's
he know about tights anyway?"

"I am sure I don't know, Miss Earle, I
never asked him."
"Well, I guess it's precious little. Did

he ever wear .them?"
"No, I think not; not to my knowledge."
"Well, if he had, he never would be

introducing a bill that prohibits them.
Tights are artistic, safe from a hygienic
standpoint, comfortable. The wearing of
them is as harmless as the wearing of a
Kornan toga from a moral standpoint.
What is there, what can there be Immoral
in the appearance of a woman on the stage
in tights? Is there anything more beauti¬
ful or purer than the human form? I
suppose the thing that would appeal to
Comstock's artistic sense Is the Esquimau
woman, all swaddled up in skins from head
to foot, until there is not enough left of
the outlines of her form and figure to dis¬
tinguish her from an iceberg. He'd better
go up to the North Pole somewhere and
organize a theatrical company according to
his ideals, and then bring them down here
and have a law introduced compelling
every stage manager to dress his actresses
after the North Pole fashion. I have worn
tights, all kinds of tights, since 1888, and
if Mr. Comstock dares to tell me th&t I
am Immodest or immoral in consequence,
or that I have hurt anybody's morality,
man.or woman, I'll '

Miss Earle clenched her little fists and
looked in a way that would certainly have
made the doughty Mr. Comstock feel de¬
cidedly uncomfortable.

"I don't know what I'd do with him,"
continued the actress, "but I'd certainly
give him a piece of my mind. A woman
can always do that when all other boons
are denied her. What a nice, consistent
man he is anyhow. I suppose he has never
been down to the seashore, and Long
Branch, and Narragansett Pier, and Ma
hattan Beach in "the Summertime,
when the surf bathing season is on. There
he might see something to call for a bill.
Some of the costumes there are certainly
of a character that would seem to make it
desirable to secure the intervention of a
censor of public morality, such as Mr.
Comstock professes to be, or rather, as he
sets himself up to be.
"And I suppose Mr. Comstock has never

been to the opera, otherwise he would be
introducing bills to make women wear
comforters around their necks when they
go to hear Calve sing. There is nothing
to my mind more beautiful than evening
dress, even when It goes to extremes, as

I have seen it go. To me it is charming,
pure, perfect, yet when we come to
analyze the 'morality' of it, if such a view
can be taken, if any questions of morality
or immorality are involved, are tights on

the stage any worse, or as bad as extreme
full dress in the boxes? I think not. It is

not the actual exposure to my mind that#
does harm, if any harm is done, but the

'Kestlveness. To the pure everything is
Dure. If it is otherwise with Mr. Corn-
stock, that is his misfortune perhaps his
fault. He can tell best about that. But
because he is built that way, oug.it all of
us be compelled to swathe ourselves in
fiowine garments? Are all our pretty
stage pictures to be sponed simply borause
he has a peculiar bent to his mind which
leads him to see evil in things that are not

C^'If Mr Comstock is really sincere, why
does he not go in for a crusade against
those things on the stage, as well as |.
that are really harmful because of the.ir
suggest!veness? The girl In tights 1is pure¬
ly classical compared to a hundred things
that one sees on the boards, things that
arouse the fancy and disturb the mind.
Poor Shakespeare, I wonder i\hat would
have become of him if Comstock had been
around in his day? Having the same long-
armed pull with good Queen Bess and tha
other functionaries that made up the gov¬
ernment of that time, which Comstock
eniovs with the government of to-day, I
suppose he would have had the immortal
William nailed to the city gates. Shakes¬
peare had tights in his plays. There are

tights to-day in Shakespeare's plays. There
have always been tights in Shakespeare s

plays, and no one has condemned them or
cavilled at them until this good Mr. An¬
thony Comstock comes along.
"Dear me, if this man really wants work

to do; if he is really desirous of making
people better and sending them to heaven
by a straiKhter road, why 011 earth doesn't
he turn his hand to practical things and
things that need reforming, and leave
tights and the girls that wear them and
the people who enjoy seeing them alone.


